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Author's Notes: 


| hope it's at least partly what you wanted, honey! 


| give him a glance from time to time, trying not to stare too much, but unable to not look at all. He's so 
attractive, panting, muscles jerking and trembling beneath his shiny skin 


"Wanna join me?" he asked, he always asks, knowing damn well | only voluntarily sweat during sex. And maybe 
on stage. 


But | stayed to watch. It's a nice show he puts on there, really. Some slow, really slow stretching first. Okay, | 
get it, you need to be properly warmed up to, well, not injure yourself, but come on It takes way too long. | 
get a little bored at this part, sometimes consider leaving, but when he starts the proper workout, oh dear. 
Pull-ups on the goddamn doorframe. Why would you even wanna do that? No idea But fuck me, the muscles in 
his back are just incredible, Because, oh, can we note that he's half-fucking-naked, wearing only shorts? 


So yeah, pull-ups, and he's doing like six thousand of those (how did the doorframe survive though?). Before he 
gets to my personal favorites--push ups--he does something that looks tiring as hell that | don't know the 
name of. Its like literal collapsing to the floor, just to jump back on your feet and get the rest of you up. Once 
again, | don't know why would anyone want to put themselves through this, but holy shit you can see his abs so 
clearly when he straightens 


Sometimes he mashes up some weird stuff in between the basic exercises, but the main pattern is: test me, 
tease me, make me wait, drive me crazy. Really, | don't see any other reasons why he'd want me to be there 
while he works out. 


It gets me hard every time. 


He, however, doesn't always give me what | want. Sometimes he'd just shower and go for a drink right after, 
leaving me alone, fucking aching for him, to either get myself off or wait for him, even if he takes a few 
hours to come back. Other times, if | can't take it anymore, I'd rip his shorts off about halfway through the 
push ups. | don't think you can imagine how glorious it is, knowing that, strong as he is, | can hold him down and 


make him all weak and vulnerable. 


Right now, he's leaning on the drawer, trying to catch his breath. He reaches with a shaking hand for the 
bottle of water and | watch his throat working as he greedily swallows mouthfuls of it. God, | wish it was 


something else he was swallowing. 


My dick twitches in my jeans when he lowers himself to the floor. He stays on his knees for a second, chest 
rising and falling (but oh my fuck look at them abs), hair all over his face and l'm sure he gives me a quick look 
before he places his hands on the ground and starts another round of killing himself slowly and steadily, as | 


like to call it. 


After twenty or so push ups, when | start to control myself as much as it takes to stop drooling over what | 
see, | stand up and walk out of the room. There's a fridge here. And there's some nameless beer in that fridge. 
| grab a six pack and take it with me. Hey, it's like a workout, right? Jason's still rising himself without any 
effort. What's the point of that? 


| grin. "Let's make things at least a little tougher, huh?" 

Then | place the beer on his back. He jerks when the surely cold metal make contact with his hot skin. | swear | 
can see steam. But he keeps doing what he was doing, his back is straight as an arrow and the cans barely 
shake with his movement. Fuck, I'm tired just looking at it (tired is not the only and not the strongest thing 
that | feel though). Come on, how does he even do that? 


I'm so hard. 


| want him so bad. 


Right now. 


But | can't deprive myself of seeing him like this. The muscles in his arms quivering more than usual, yet he's 
trying to play it off like the few extra pounds on his back are nothing. | am actually quite impressed (okay, 
more that that, this is insane). | know why he's doing this. Trying to show me | won't break him. 


"C'mon, Jase, | know you're insanely strong and fit outta this world, you don't have to prove it" 


He just keeps at it as he talks. "I'm not" - up - “trying to prove" - down - "anything I'm just" - up, slightly 
slower, slightly more shakily - "working out.” 


| lean closer. "Well, hurry the fuck up then, | want my workout." 


I'm not in the mood for fucking today, actually. | just want him, not necessarily my dick in his ass. | brush his 
hair away for a moment and | can see his face. He wants that, too. Oh does he want that. But he won't admit 
it. He won't admit that | actually can wreck him. Emotionally. 


"Get on the" - up, slower, slower, barely - "fucking floor then." 


"Hmm, no, thanks. But you know what would be rice? If you'd laid down on your back, even on the floor. | could 
take one of those cold beers, you know. And maybe accidentally spill some of that beer on you. I'd have to lick 
it off, wouldn't |? Together with all the sweat you shed just to drive me crazy. Now, wouldn't that be fucking 


nice?" 
"James" 


Then he just collapses. | take the six pack and put it aside. My hands place themselves on his slick back before 
| even acknowledge they moved. He's all tense. This is so hot, the way his muscles are still taut after he's 
finished. Eventually, he rolls onto his back and oh my god He has just the right amount of abs and | trace 
them with my fingers before screw it | press my lips to his stomach and literally lick the fucking sweat off his 
body. 


How fucked up is that? 


| don't even care, ‘cause fuck me, | need it. | make my way up to his mouth and when | push my tongue inside, 


he doesn't seem to care either, although our kiss is salty and he can surely taste himself. 
Doesn't matter. 
l'm just about to take those damn shorts of his off, but | end up sitting back and taking a can of beer. It opens 


with a hiss. It tastes like piss (mad rhyming skills, right there), but drank from his skin, lord, it's the sweetest 
nectar ever. | pour some onto his chest and he groans lightly. Sucking on his skin, lapping beer out of the 


shallow creases between his abs, | go down his body, stopping only when | get to the waistband of his shorts. | 
can see the outline of his cock so painfully clearly and it just makes me even more hot for him, being sure he 
wants me, too. 

"James." 

| look up at him, easing the shorts down. "James what?" 

"Please." 

Once, after ‘James' came youre a cockhungry slut, aren't you? Well fuck, | really am. No one has to know 
though. | enjoy making him feel good. | enjoy watching as he looses it and lets go. And that's what | want to see 
now. 

He really doesn't need much, just a little tongue and his hips arch up, trying to get into my mouth. | might let 
him in He grabs my hair pretty fucking tightly as he sits up and doesn't let go. But he forces my head down 
to swallow more of him and | do it, without fucking hesitation. Sucking, licking, twisting my tongue. | hear his 
pretty little moans. And then he just--comes. As much as | love watching his face, | think I'll stay here and 


swallow this time. 


"0-oh god, James--" He pulls me up for a kiss. Is this a new thing for him to taste himself through me? | 


think | could get used to it. 
He reaches to get into my pants, but | stop him. 
"Can you lay down again? l'm gonna use you just a little bit" 


And he does and | get my cock out and straddle his hips and fuck | can still feel his muscles beneath his skin 
as | (this is ridiculous) literally hump his stomach. 


"You are the hottest thing in this entire universe, oh fuck" 
He kisses my neck as | speed up. "Come on, James, come on 


Oh, who am | to disobey? 


